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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Gn'R XO Lenny Kravtiz 


Written as the result of a specific request to pair Slash with Lenny Kravitz. 


"Slash?" 

"Yeah," rolled slowly off Slash's tongue and snaked its way into the receiver, ‘who this?" 
Breath came noisily from the other end, and then a long pause. 

"Ello 

"Hey. Yeah. Slash?" 

"That'd be me.most days" Slash laughed 


The man cleared his throat, twice. "Hey man, sorry. Lenny. Lenny Kravitz. Honestly | didn't expect you to 


answer the phone." 

‘Its my house." Slash responded as a matter of fact. 

"Yeah," Lenny laughed nervously, "| know. But.fuck it. Listen. | got this song. l'm doing an album right now and 
I've got this song. I'd.l'd like you to play on it. If you would. If you've got the time. | mean, | know things are 
busy with you, with GNR, the new album and all, but if you've got the time I'd really like for you to play on 
this song.” 


Slash laughed, again, and then realized through the deathly silence that his reaction might have been taken too 
personally. "Man, Lenny Kravtiz. Dude, | haven't seen you in years, man. How the fuck is it going?" 


"Uh. Well. | mean, it's going well." 

Lenny's nervousness was almost palpable through the phone. Slash thought back to high school. Fuck, what had 
it been, eight.no, nine years since he'd dropped out? Nine years since LK had graduated. What the fuck did he 
used to call himself? Blue Balls..no..Blue Something, or maybe it was Something Blue. Fuck if he could remember, 
but damn if he didn't remember Lenny. 

"That's great man. I've seen you, you know, in the press and stuff. Look like you're doin’ real well man" 

"Yeah. Uh. Thanks man. I'm trying.” 


"So what about this album?" Slash asked, drawing deep on a cigarette. 


"Oh. Yeah. I'm recording an album right now. I've got this song. This one song and | really wanted you to play on 


it." 


"You play guitar." 


"Well, yeah, but | thought we could do the old dual lead thing. | mean. If you're interested" 


Slash exhaled, blowing smoke rings into the blue light of the TV enhanced room. He thought about Lenny. Lenny 
then, Lenny now. He thought about high school, and how long ago it was, just how far in the past it seemed. 
Then he thought about Lenny again, not now or then, but just Lenny. 


"Yeah, dude. We can go over it, at least. We just wrapped on Use Your lllusion, so | got some time." 


“That's..that's great man. That's great. Okay, | tell you what, I'll call you on Thursday after I've got the specific 


dates and times and shit. Ill call you, and we'll make sure it works. Okay? Does that sound good?" 
Slash could almost hear the sigh of relief in Lenny's voice. 


"A'right;" and then he placed the phone back into it's cradle. He could imagine Lenny on the other side of that 
line, listening to the dial tone. It made Slash smile. He sank back into the couch and puffed on the cigarette 
between his lips, as his hand slipped past his stomach to cup his awakening cock. 


Lenny fucking Kravitz. Slash smiled around the smoke. Unfuckingbelievable. He was such a little dork in high 
school, a dork, but a damn fine specimen, nonetheless. Slash laughed quietly, remembering the time when Lenny 
dyed his hair blue. He was so fucking about Prince then, fuck, he could have been a walk-on for Prince's band, 


based on looks alone. That boy, that Lenny, he wanted fame bad. 
Lenny was a year ahead of Slash, but with the gift of genetics, Slash was slightly taller, ever so infinitesimally 
wider, better muscled, slicker. Lenny was the Mama's-boy if ever there was one, but Lenny never failed to 


pique Slash's more basic interests.. 


And now, fuck, Lenny was some kind of fine now. Fine in that slight way, fine like an androgynous fine. Fine like 


Axl was fine, and that was way fine enough for Slash. 


Slash stroked his cock slowly. He'd do it. He'd do the song. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Gn'R XO Lenny Kravitz.it was someone elses idea 


When he entered the studio space, Slash paused a moment to take in the surroundings. He had not been in this 
studio before, but most studios were the same, same things in the same places. He looked to the far end of 
the room and through the glass of the engineering area, and there was Lenny. Even in the artificially lit 
environment, Lenny still wore sunglasses as he watched the technician change the settings on the board. What 


a fucking queen, Slash thought. 


Lenny was situated behind the board, standing, glaring over the shoulder of the seated technician. The slight 
sideways stance allowed Slash a fairly full view, or at least as far as the thigh. Striped pants, perfectly 
sculpted ass, and ruffled shirt encasing broadened shoulders where the edges of his dred locks just reached. 


He was as stunning now as Slash remembered him being dorky in their youth. 


He made his way across the room, stepping gingerly over strewn cords and up to the door where he stepped 
through as quietly as he could manage. He cleared his throat and adjusted the guitar case hanging from his 
fingertips, creating a creaking leather noise. "Hey man," Slash said and placed his guitar case at his ankles, his 
eyes never leaving Lenny. Slash watched as Lenny's spine straightened and then Lenny unconsciously smoothed 


his shirt and turned to face Slash. 


"Hey." Lenny answered, and then nothing else. His hand slowly came up to push his glasses, and then his dreds, 
back away from his face. Slash thought he saw Lenny's eyes spark hot, and then return to normal. "Its good 


to see you. Its been a long time." 


"It has that." Slash responded as he stepped forward and took a long, inquisitive look at the settings on the 
board. 


As if they mattered. 
As if he cared. 
His chocolate gaze returned to Lenny's. "So, we ready to do this thing?" 


"Yeah." Lenny let out an audible breath and turned, heading back towards the rehearsal room. "C'mon, it's just 


down here." 


They had made arrangements to practice together, just the two of them, before stepping in to record the dual 
guitar parts. Lenny had sent Slash a copy of the music and Slash had learned it dutifully. Axl had been nosy, 
pissed, wanting to know what Slash was up to, whose music it was, but Slash never bothered to answer the 


red-head's inquiries. Better to let him brood, it always made things hotter. 


Slash followed Lenny down the corridor and into the less-than-spacious practice room. "This is where it's at, 
eh?" 


"Yep." Lenny answered him as he grabbed his guitar and took the farthest seat. 


Slash went about unpacking his rig. He set it up in no time and began tuning the guitar, which was a moot point. 
He had already tuned the guitar and used the ruse to study Lenny unseen, from behind his long, dark curls. He 
watched Lenny fidget across the way as he waited for Slash to get done and be ready. From the past Slash 
remembered that one of the only true places that Lenny was comfortable was behind his guitar, when he 
could put the guitar between him and the world. He used it, or at least it seemed as if he used it, like a shield 
It was a magic shield, that one place where he could be better than anyone else. Behind that guitar, well, that 
was simply the only time that Lenny appeared to come into himself. Slash smiled behind his hair. Displaying 
satisfaction with his faked setting up he locked his gaze back into Lenny's and said simply, "Let's do it” 


"From the top?" 

"Most definitely," and the edge of Slash's mouth turned up, "I'm the top." 

Lenny blasted into the first notes and either missed, or was ignoring, Slash's play on his words. 

The practice session itself lasted little more than an hour. Slash had prepared well. During the break he had 
even made some minor suggestions for change, which Lenny accepted eagerly. After some minor adjustments 
and notes, they took the kicked around for a while and split a coke in the break room. 

Four and a half hours later the session was wrapped, and both men were tired. Slash packed up his favored 
guitar, watching Lenny fiddle with objects in the room. He wanted to spend more time with him, although he 


wasn't sure why exactly. 


"Hungry?" Slash asked, reaching for his jacket. 


"Yeah, | am actually." 
"Italian?" 
“Sounds great." 


Slash coulnd't deny the lilt of eagerness in Leny's answer. It made him smile. 


The restaurant was on the upper end of loud and, even though he ought to be used to loud, Slash felt a little 
disappointed. He would rather have been someplace where they could carry on a normal conversation, he 
wanted to at least catch up on the years past, maybe get the chance to charm Lenny a litte. Feel him out, 
see how things progressed. As it was he had to settle for just a few words, delivered just this side of 
shouting, over the pre-recorded Italian music and extensive dish and silverware sounds, not to mention 


competing conversations from neighboring tables. 


It was worth it, in a way though. Bar none, Rocco's had the best Italian food you could find anywhere in the 
States. Then there was the other perk to a silent dinner. A perk he had just noticed. 


Slash filled his fork with a bite of cheesy lasagna and was moving in to take it when he glanced up at Lenny. 
The lasagna stopped, hovering half way to its destination and stayed there, steam curling into the air. Slash 
was momentarily mesmerized. Across from him Lenny had been struggling with the art of rolling pasta on a 
fork. He had finally decided to go for it, lagging strands of pasta be damned, and opened his mouth to receive 
the bulk of the spaghetti-laden fork. Slash watched the full, soft-looking lips part, the tip of the pink tongue 
extend in acceptance, the sharp edge of too-white teeth as his mouth opened wider to take the slightly 
oversized bite all at once. A few straggling strands of spaghetti didn't make the initial approach and Slash 
continued to watch as Lenny sucked them slowly behind his lips and then began a determined and steady 
chewing. Slash blinked heavily once, letting out a breath. He returned his gaze to Lenny just as he completed 
swallowing the spaghetti and took a bite of bread. Slash watched again as Lenny took the food in his mouth, 
chewing thoughtfully, unknowingly watched, and began to swallow. Slash's blood heated at the sight and his cock 
began to react watching the sinewy muscles of Lenny's neck contract and move with the simple effort of 
eating, his esophagus shifting behind the skin as the bread made its way down. Slash's bite of lasagna fell of 
the fork and back onto his plate, causing Lenny's attention to refocus. Slash dropped the fork and pushed the 
plate away, his hand beckoned the check 


Lenny pushed his plate away as well and leaned back. He smiled at Slash and the favor was returned. He raised 


his voice over the cacophony and asked, "Church?" 


"Yeah," Slash laughed, adjusting his cock beneath the table. Thankfully, for him, it took a moment to get checked 


out and on their way. 


"Oh, yeah," came from Slash, in hushed tones through the dim light. 
"Better?" 

"Definitely." 

Lenny laughed softly. 

"Damn, that hit the spot" Slash said, and then exhaled slowly. 

"Been a while?" 

It was Slash's turn to laugh. He tried to think. 


"Yeah," he sighed contentedly, "actually it has been" The plush leather chair creaked as Slash leaned farther 


back into its warmth. 
"Me too." 


"Seems like there's just no extra time anymore" Slash sighed, continued, "Always so much going on. Writing, 
recording, show dates, interviews. No more time for the..." Slash stretched and the leather complained, "Simpler 


pleasures in life." 


"Definitely, very true." Lenny inhaled and then blew the thick smoke away from their table, then leaned in to 


replace his Jack and Coke firmly on its waiting coaster. 


‘Church’ was a long running inside joke in this town, although it was a misnomer. It was actually a high-end 
cigar bar, complete with decorum of stuffy New England-esque leather chairs, thick carpet, mahogany walls, 
dark, heavy furniture and an exceptionally discreet staff. And, more importantly, it was very quiet. The 
establishment's proper name was The Edgewood, but when you were out and talking in code around those not 
in the know, and you particularly didn't want them to know, you referred to it as Church. Church because it 
was quiet, and secret, and special. It was a common gathering place for the infamous who needed a break from 


their public lives. 


They enjoyed their drinks and cigars in silence for a long while, taking in the relaxed atmosphere and the actual 
ability to hear yourself think. It was a far cry from Rocco's, and right now, that was okay. 


"Thank you.” Lenny broke the silence first. 


Slash smiled across the table at him. "You're welcome." 


"I think it turned out great" Lenny ventured. 


"It did" Slash stared across the table at the other man, enchanted by his own thoughts. He watched intently as 
Lenny placed the end of the fat cigar to his lips, watched as those same lips tightened around the end of the 
stogie and sucked the smoke through the slow burn at the other end Slash's cock jumped as he considered 
just what it might be like to be on receiving end of those lips. He had to change the subject, get his mind 
elsewhere; he had to stop watching the other man's mouth. 


"So, you still a Prince-a-holic?" Slash asked, smiled, watched as the slightest tinge of pink colored Lemy's 


cheeks. 

"Yeah. Yeah, | guess." 

"You know, that motherfucker has more talent in his pinky than I've got in all of my ten fingers." 

Lenny relaxed slightly. "He's awesome, technically." 

"And quite the showman 

"Yeah," and then Lenny went quiet, contemplative. Slash let it go. Instead he went back to all of those lascivious 
thoughts that had been haunting his blood pressure. It wasn't the best idea, all hard-ons considered, but Lenny 
didn't seem too talkative just now. 

They drank for a stretch, ordering another round from a conservatively dressed waiter who didn't seem able 
to speak, only to take direction and nod politely. As the third round appeared Lenny placed the cigar in the 
ashtray and turned is complete attention towards Slash. Slash smiled at him, took a swig from the fresh drink, 
watching him over the rim of the glass. 

"That song we did today," Lenny began, "I wrote that because of you." 

"Me?" 


Lenny smirked. "Yeah. Because of you. Well, really, as a result of my experience in high school." 


Slash thought through the lyrics for a minute, or at least as many as he could remember, but it didn't make 
much sense. Mama said this and mama said that. He wondered what Mama Said had to do with him. 


| remember, in school, | had Geometry class on the south end of the building. | can close my eyes and be in 
that room again, watching out the big picture windows, seeing you hanging outside. Smoking your cigarettes 
with all the other heads, cutting class. Man, that leather jacket. | definitely remember that leather jacket. | so 
envied you then, wanted to be you. Free. Confident” Lenny laughed self consciously. He paused to clear his 
throat and continued. "| wanted to be with you," he said quickly, grabbing his drink and taking a large gulp of 


the liquor. 


Slash's eyes widened, but he didn't respond. Couldn't think of a response. He simply waited until Lenny met his 
eyes and smiled at him slightly, silent. Pink returned to the high planes of Lenny's face. 


"With me?" Slash said, opting for repeating Lenny's last words. He wanted Lenny to continue but was unsure 


what would encourage him. The silence lengthened and then Lenny broke it once again 
"Mum's always known, she's always understood me. She understood me before | understood myself." 


Lenny took another drink from his glass. "You remember that day, it was right before graduation We'd just 
gotten yearbooks and we had free time to get them signed. God, | was a wreck, approaching you. Do you 
remember that day?" 


"No." Slash did, but he wouldn't admit it. Those were such painful times for him, he couldn't revisit that past. 


"Oh. Uh, | came up to you in the hallway, outside of the science labs and asked you if you wanted to sign my 
book. You said no." Lenny took a breath. "Anyway, | came home that day and mum could read it on my face. 
She asked me who it was, who was the boy that broke my spirit, and | told her. | told her all about you." Lenny 
laughed. "She wasn't much impressed, you know. The whole bad boy thing. She warned me, told me to stay 
away from you, or be broken again. All those things she said," Lenny looked Slash in the eye fleetingly, then 
went on. "I didn't listen though. | went to bed that night, thinking about what to do the next day. Where or if | 


should talk to you, maybe ask you again. | mean, you could change your mind, right?" 
"Seriously?" 


| went to school the next day, but | never saw you. | looked, but after that last day, | never saw you again. 
Its when you dropped out" Lenny sighed and stayed silent a moment. "At the end of the week, | was sitting in 


Geometry class, that's where | wrote Mama Said" 


Slash looked at Lenny, who seemed to be waiting for some sort of response. Slash couldn't think of anything to 
say. He was flattered in a way, regretful that he'd hurt someore, but he still couldn't form words. The phrase, 
‘Wanna fuck?” came to mind, but he was fairly sure that this wasn't the most opportune moment. Lenny 
fidgeted in his seat as Slash just watched him, silent, shocked. He'd never really thought about Lenny like that, 
back then anyway. The kid was such a dork, and high school is brutal, and Slash didn't have the easiest 
existence then.there just wasn't time to explore the finer points of personal relationships then. Fuck. There 


wasn't a whole lot of time to explore them now either. 


Slash thought back on the last several days. He replayed some of the thoughts he'd had about Lenny, thoughts 
that had made his cock hard. Now they're reacquainted and Lenny's spilling his guts about how he was his first 
true love..or crush.or whatever the fuck that story was supposed to prove. Fuck, but why did everyone insist 


on fucking things up all the time. 


"| want your cock." 


The words seeped slowly through the haze in Slash's brain, suddenly registering. He did not just hear what he 
thought he heard. Slash refocused and saw Lenny standing on the other side of the table, bouncing slightly 
from foot to foot. He watched as Lenny pulled money from his pocket and dropped it on the table between 
them. 


"What?" Slash asked. He had to be sure. 

Lenny looked down at Slash, and then away, quickly. "Where's the clock?" Lenny didn't wait for an answer. He 
looked back at Slash. "I'm sorry dude. | gotta go. | forgot." Lenny trailed off as he turned and walked towards 
the door, leaving Slash sitting alone, dumbfounded. 

Slash reached over and soaked his thumb in his drink, swirling the ice and wondering what just happened, as he 
watched the striped pants disappear through the door. He picked up the drink and took a swig before reaching 


into his waistband with that ice cold thumb and shifting his cock into a more comfortable position 


It was another hour before Slash got up and left. 


Chapter 3 (and what a snarker it was, too.) 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 3's must be cursed, that's all | can think. | pulled, pushed, prodded, begged and pleaded and these 


fuckers still did everything their way. So much for artistic control.snark. 


Enjoy it while it lasts..it will be over soon. 


"No" 
"Lenny, can we talk about this?" 

Lenny paced around the furniture as he spoke. "Not really." 

"Look. It's a non-issue, as in you can't afford to have an issue. The record company decided on this single, 
management concurred; it's the best thing for you right now. It will catch the ears of all the radio sluts. 


They'll listen, and they'll want you. We have to do this." 


“Alright, Glen," and the derision dripped from each syllable, "did | just say no? Or was l." Lenny's voice rose, 


"TALKING TO MYSELF?" 
‘Lenny, kiddo, what's the problem here?" 

"There's no problem, km not doing it. See. No problem 

"You don't have a choice. As of right now it's part of the contract. The company makes these decisions, you 
know that. You want to act all rebel like, join Metallica Until then, contractually, you are obligated to see things 


their way. They say Always on the Run is the single and with that comes the video, well." Glen sighed heavily, 


"then, an Always on the Run video is what you are going to deliver." 


"I can't do a fucking Always on the Run video without Slash." 
"Because?" 
"Because he did the co-lead on the recording..Hello?" 


"So what's the big deal? We call Slash, get the schedule situated, it's done. What the fuck are you freaking 


about?" 

‘lm not calling him." Lenny said. He was quickly wearing a pathway in his cherished India silk carpet. 

"Fine, I'll call him." 

"No." 

"Then you call him." 

"| can't." 

"Why?" 

"| just cant" 

"Listen. You can, and you will, otherwise l'm going to make the call myself. Fuck. | don't see what the big deal is, 
what's your fucking problem? Look. You call Slash and get me some confirmations by Friday, or I'm calling the 
motherfucker myself. This is going to happen, one way or another. You're just going to have to deal.” 


"FUCK!" 


Lenny threw the phone with a vengeance, toppling the copied Ming dynasty vase, on its way to obliteration at 
the mercy of the stone floor. 


"Ello?" Slash's voice came languidly across the line. 
"Hey man. It's me, Lenny." 
Slash scooted into a quasi-sitting position at the sound of the familiar voice, his cock jumping slightly as well. 


The throat servicing him moaned in response, erringly convinced the reaction was a result of his personal 


talent. 


"What's up?" 


There was a long, awkward silence before Lenny began to speak again. Slash almost wondered if Lenny had hung 


up on him, except for the rustling noises coming through the line. 


"Listen. The record company has me by the balls. They want me to release Always on the Run as a single with 


a supporting video." 


‘Mmmhhhmm," was Slash's response, but who knew if it was for Lenny or for the luscious set of full lips he 


watched slide down the length of his cock. 


"Anyway. | can't fight it. I've got no say, but | can't do this fucking thing without you." Lenny took a deep 
breath. "You're the co-lead on the record. Its gonna look mighty fucking stupid if you're not in the video. | 
mean, you're credited. And | respect you. | can't put that out there, visually, without you in it" 


"Yeah?" came out on a breath. Slash watched the red hair slide across his hip, the familiar head moving up and 


down on his shaft, the pale hand cupping his balls close to his body. God but this was hot. 


"You know..Church.|'m sorry. | didn't mean to lay all my shit at your feet. It was a long time ago. | don't know 
what happened. | don't know. | just wanted you to understand where that song came from, the real reason | 
wanted you to play on it. | don't know. | mean now, it feels weird or something. | don't want that. | want it to be 
okay between us. It was fucking high school, for Christ's sake." Lenny took a minute to breathe. "Look, man, 
they want me to shoot this video and | can't do it without you saying you're in. Can you be in, even after all 


the bullshit crap?" 


Slash's free hand snaked through the silken red hair and twirled amongst the strands. It reminded him briefly 
of dinner, months ago. His fingers looped up the strands of red, knotting them, twirling them until his palm lay 
close to Axl's scalp. Slash spread his legs wider and pushed Axl's mouth deeper onto his cock, guiding the 


rhythm and the depth to his liking. He could feel the head of his cock hitting the back of Axl's throat. 


"Oh yeah," slash responded, as much to the physical sensations as to the oral conversation. His mind tried to 
refocus, just barely. "Yeah, we can do that. Why don't we do dinner again," and then Slash laughed, "somewhere 


other than Rocco's." 
"Okay," and the delight in Lenny's voice couldn't be mistaken, "What about El Vaquero?" 
"Sounds fine. Thursday? Eight?" 


"IFs all good" And the words slid off of Slash's tongue as he continued to one-handedly move Axl for his own 
selfish pleasure. Slash hit the End button on the phone and threw it aside, moving his free hand to the other 
side of Axl's head. He watched the long red hair skate across his own dark skin and sped up Axis mouth on his 
cock to match time with the quickening of his heartbeat. He flexed his hips rudely against those pink lips and 


pale face. Slash's mind slipped back to Church and Lenny in his too tight garb, walking out on him like some 
disgruntled lover. He went back further, to shots of Lenny in the press, and then back further again to the kid 
he saw in the high school hallways. Slash shuddered, fresh thoughts of Lenny on his knees in the boys’ 


bathroom with his mouth full of cock, exciting him. 


"Tighten down, bitch." And with that direct order Slash's thrusts got deeper and harder inside of Axl's throat. 
Axl complied with the directive. His hand moved to Slash's shaft, tightening his fist around Slash's length as it 


slid into his receiving lips, tongue extending, and gag reflex on permanent hold. 


"Oh fuck Yeah!" Slash came hard, deep in the back of Axl's throat. 


Slash sat at the bar on the patio of the El Vaquero restaurant. It was a warm southern night, indicative of 
late summer with its slowly fading light and clear, deep sky. The breeze was a sweet, friendly caress. Slash 
eyed the sidewalk; drink in one hand, balls in the other. No one could ever accuse him of being shy. The 
bartender was a cute little Mexican boy and Slash was amusing himself by ruffling the young kid's feathers. He 
was turned slightly in his barstool so he could see the approach to the restaurant and was taking a long draw 
off his Jack and Coke when he saw Lenny coming down the street. He replaced the glass on the bar carefully, 
waiting and watching. 


Lenny's slim hips were outlined sharply beneath the black vinyl pants. He had on another blousy shirt and a 
short cropped purple jacket with a fur collar, the sunglasses weren't worth mentioning as they were always 
present. Slash took the time to admire the slight swing in the other man's hips, the confident swagger he new 


was a ruse. 


"Another one for you, sir?" came the cutie's voice from behind the bar, as he swept up the empty glass and 
placed it in the sink 


Slash turned. He winked and smiled seductively, pointing with his chin towards Lenny. "No thanks, time to eat." 
He enjoyed watching the young guy's momentary lapse of connection followed by a sudden realization, resulting 


in pinkening cheeks. He smiled once more and then he turned and headed over to meet Lenny at the entrance. 


Slash stepped next to one of the twin potted evergreens that framed the entrance off the sidewalk and the 
walk leading to the restaurant, and waited. Lenny stepped through, three or four steps, stopped, shook out his 
arms, seemed to take a deep breath and then began walking again. 


Slash stifled a laugh and fell in behind him. He leaned in close to Lenny's ear. 


"The hypotenuse is equal to the square root of the sum of the squares of the two other sides of the 


triangle." 
Lenny startled and turned, stopping in his tracks. He looked at Slash over the top of his glasses. 
"What?" he asked with a faint smile. 


Slash slid around him a little closer than necessary, eyes locked. He grinned wickedly and responded, "Geometry." 
He winked at Lenny and then turned on his heel and stalked up to the hostess who was waiting at the door. He 
directed his dark gaze towards the girl, holding up two fingers. 


"Two," he said and then turned to take a long look at Lenny, "for dinner." Slash turned back to the girl. "Oh, and 
can we have a booth, out of the way. Maybe something a little.private?" Slash pulled out his million watt smile 
and waited as the hostess gathered up utensils and menus and then they began to follow her through the 
restaurant to a booth near the back. 


Slash indicated Lenny to go first for the simple fact that it allowed him time to look at his prey. He wasn't 
sure he should really be dabbling, but he hadn't yet convinced himself not to pursue Lenny. The gentle sway of 
hips and the long lean torso in front of him currently was of little help to the debate. They reached the booth 
and Lenny picked the closest side, taking off his jacket and throwing it into the seat first before following its 
path. Slash flopped down on the opposite side with one leg stretched out on the bench, his boot dangling in the 
aisle way. His arm lay across the table and he stroked the fur edging of Lenny's jacket with the tips of his 
fingers. 


"May | get you something to drink?" The waitress asked, looking at Lenny. 


Lenny, however, was looking at Slash. Slowly he removed his sunglasses and laid them atop the table. 


"Si" The waitress answered yes, thankful for Slash's efforts. 
"Bueno, bueno." Slash smiled at Lenny, and Lenny smiled back. The waitress shuffled off to fill the order. 
"I didn't know you spoke Spanish." 


"California, man, what choice do you really have? Besides, it's rather simple." Slash laughed. "In fact, that's like 
the only class | ever went to in high school. The teacher was hot." 


"Mr. Guiterez?" 


"That's him." 


"Oh: 


Slash smirked. Insert awkward silence here, he thought. Not so much for him, but definitely for Lenny, who 
looked to be squirming in his seat already. He supposed that Lenny might not have been aware of his sexual 
preferences, but then again why would he? They weren't all that close. Slash was waging a safe bet that Lenny 
would be on the receiving end of that knowledge, very soon, all things being equal. 


The waitress arrived with their beer and a basket of chips. She placed them on the table followed by two 


containers of salsa, one marked hot. Slash slid the hot one closer. 


"So," Slash began, "what's up with this video thing? You got details or is this just in the infant stage of 
creation?" He grabbed his beer, touched the neck to Lenny's and then drank. Lenny followed suit. 


"No specific details. | wanted to get together with you, see what your schedule was like and then go from 
there. So yeah, it's a bit up in the air." Lenny took up the menu and scoured the contents. 


Slash slouched back on his side of the table and watched his companion. Lenny took a chip and, after dipping it 
just barely in the hot salsa, popped it into his mouth whole. Slash watched those lips close around the sharp 
tip of the chip and then the fine jaw line as it moved to chew. Again, the final straw seemed to come with the 
undulating movement of Lenny's neck muscles as he swallowed. Suddenly Slash felt very hot. He took another 
swig off his beer. 


"Do you have a concept yet?" Slash asked. 


Lenny washed down the chip with a drink. "Yeah, actually its really simple. | figured we'd just do a plain stage 
kinda concert thingie. No audience. Basic stage performance stuff." 


"That's cool." 
| couldn't really think of anything else. | mean, the song itself.it has its own meanings." Lenny laughed. "You 
know, | mean a lot of videos are conceptual, tell the story of the song, that kinda thing. |..uh..well, | decided 


against that route." 


Slash looked at Lenny for a long moment, replaying their conversation at Church, then said, "| can't imagine 


why." 
"Yeah." 
"You know what | hate?" Slash asked as he righted himself in the booth seat. 


"Bout what?" 


"Videos." 
"What?" 
| hate all that hurry up and wait shit." 


Lenny laughed, knowingly. "Absolutely. Its like you spend twenty minutes shooting the whole fucking thing and, 


oh, | don't know, eight hours waiting around doing nothing." 


"Exactly. It's stupid. All those high maintenance directors running around screaming about this and that and 
having fits over stupid shit and I'm like, ‘Just turn on the fucking camera, asshole. | perform for a living! Its a 


bitch." 
"Yeah." 


"You know," Slash began, looking Lenny straight in the eye, "maybe we'll have to find something to do during all 
that down time. Something..interesting." 


"You're right" Lenny answered, his gaze unwavering. 


Slash took another drink from his bottle, silent, but he never broke the stare. It was becoming something akin 
to a game of chicken. Who would look away first? Slash straightened out his legs and, gingerly, placed his right 
boot on the bench opposite him, directly between Lenny's spread legs. He flexed his ankle slowly, pressing the 
toe of his boot into Lenny's crotch. The corner of Slash's mouth crooked upward as he watched with 


satisfaction as Lenny's eyelids began to slip closed. 

"Definitely, have to come up with something." Slash said. 

"So, have you decided on dinner?" The waitress’ inquiry startled them both. Slash sat up a bit, but didn't 
remove the position of his boot. Lenny almost choked; he looked down, eyes scanning the open menu 


desperately. 


"You know what you want man?" Slash asked, the knobby sole of his boot gliding across the expanse of Lenny's 


crotch. He could feel Lenny's legs spread, just a bit. 

Lenny opened his mouth, but not a sound escaped. He cleared his throat, took a drink of his beer and tried 
again, but all that emerged was a slightly cracking ‘uh' and then he took another drink. He looked at Slash for 
help. "You've been here before, right?" 


"No." Slash said, and punctuated the statement by pressing the toe of his boot into Lenny's crotch. "No, but Im 
willing to bet that the standard applies." 


The waitress, completely clueless to the under table exchange, looked perplexed. 


Slash turned to her and gave her the grin. "Tiene huevos con chorizo?" 
"Si." 

"Bueno. Dos, huevos con chorizo.y mas tortillas.” 

"Bueno. Enseguida," she replied and then walked away. 

Lenny laughed nervously. "Did you just order for both of us?" 

"Yes" 

"Should | ask what? | mean, it's not like cat or anything is it?" 


It was Slash's turn to laugh then "No, not cat. Man. Don't you know anything?" Slash let the thought ride for a 


minute as he finished the beer. "They only serve cat in oriental restaurants." 


Lenny's eyes went wide for a second, and then the heavy lidded response to the ministrations of the boot in 
his crotch returned. Slash pressed with a measured pressure, playing with the bulge beneath the sole of his 
boot. He could almost imagine the feel of it, through the rough tread. He looked away from Lenny, momentarily, 
the boot sweeping slowly side to side. That's when he saw The Suit. 


He straightened in his seat, becoming slightly more serious. "I'm kidding, dude. Huevos con chorizo is nothing 


more than eggs and sausage." Slash placed his boot back on the floor and continued, "That's okay, huh?" 


Lenny's hand disappeared beneath the table. It seemed he was adjusting himself. "Yeah man, that's fine." Lenny 
frowned. 


"Hi. Sorry I'm late" The Suit swept up to the table and moved into the place next to Lenny in the booth. Lenny 
jumped, returning both hands to the table top, folding them like a proper young lady. The Suit extended his arm 
across the table towards Slash and said, "Hi. Glen, Virgin Records. It's good to meet you. Slash, right?" 


Slash smiled with one side of his face as he shook the proffered hand. "Right" His eyes slid from Glen's to 
Lenny, who sat with his eyes down cast, hands gripped tightly, and then back to Glen who was already digging 


in his briefcase in earnest. 
"Here ya go" The waitress returned with two more beers, without asking. Slash was relieved to get the drink, 
hoping the alcohol would tamp down the hard on that threatened to make its presence known above the low 


rise of his jeans. 


"Beer, Glen?" Slash asked as he held the waitress at the table. 


"Yes," Glen answered from the depths of his briefcase. 
Slash motioned to the girl. "Usted hace alimento con el gato?" 


The girl looked astonished, unsure if Slash was aware of what he had just said in Spanish. Her brow creased 


with confusion, so she ventured in English, "Cat?" 

"Si." 

"No, sir." 

"Pozo del oh," Slash replied, heaping on the sadness. Lenny laughed across the table just as Glen retrieved the 
hidden thing from his briefcase and looked up. "Muy bien. Una mas cerveza y un huevos con chorizo para 


nuestro amigo" Slash lit up a big smile towards Lenny. 


Glen laid several files on the table and began leafing through the contents. He was definitely on a mission to 


find something. 


"To videos..and all that nasty down time waiting to get them made." Slash said, tipping the neck of his fresh 
bottle towards Lenny. 


"To videos." Lenny looked at Slash, and then at the tables scarred top, “and down time." 


Lenny touched the neck of his bottle against Slash's, and then they both drank. Slash sighed. It was going to be 


a long dinner. 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 
Ummm. Yeah. It's _almost_ over.just not quite yet. 


The flight to New Jersey, Hoboken no less, left plenty of time for Slash to think. It had been about a week 
since El Vaquero. Slash remembered the night vividly. Outside of the minor distraction of The Suit, otherwise 
known as Glen, Slash still felt the evening to be somewhat of a triumph. Lenny didn't bolt from the table after 
he touched him. The food had arrived in short order and he had a wonderful time teaching Lenny how to 
properly eat huevos con chorizo, not mention the even better time he had actually watching the other man 
eat. Watching the food pass his lips, his tongue so pink, and his teeth so white and sharp. It excited him. The 
ideas swam relentlessly through his body. The pleasure he felt when he watched Lenny chew and swallow and 
all of the fantasies that had played based on that one visual were intense. Slash's thoughts of his cock deep in 
the warmth of Lenny's mouth, in his throat, made him hard. The other man's lips wrapping tight around his 
length, drawing him in deeper. Imagining the wetness, the absolute warmth of Lenny's tongue gliding along the 
ridge of taught muscle beneath his cock, teasing the slit, circling the head, taking him close to the edge only to 
back off and start again. He'd gotten off many times to those thoughts alone, never mind the details or the 
mouth that was servicing him at the time he was thinking only of Lenny. 


Slash passed through the security gate at the studios, unmolested. Sometimes there was something to be said 
for being famous. The driver, sent by the label, drove on through to Studio B, parked the car and then opened 
Slash's door so he could make his way to the set. 


"What the fuck!" was the first thing he heard as he entered the studio. He didn't think much of it really, as it 
was someone he didn't know, on a cell phone. Probably screaming at someone he equally didn't know. No concern 
of his, he didn't figure. He continued on down the hallway to a door marked ‘Wardrobe’, as that was his most 


recent instruction. 


When Slash opened the door he could have sworn he had entered into the World of Queens. 


"Oh. Heaven's no. No. Absolutely not." Said a slight man, trying to look ten years his youth, when he laid eyes on 
Slash. 


"Excuse me?" 


The man, completely decked out in what would have been considered a really horrendous plaid set of golf pants 
and white shirt, open to the waist, ushered Slash through the room and to a chair in front of a huge mirror. 
Slash giggled, despite himself. 


"Oh honey!" the man began, “oh, you have such gorgeous hair." Quickly he pulled the rubber band from around 
the travel-worthy pony tail at Slash's nape. "Oh yes," he continued, running his fingers through Slash's curls. 
‘Oh, most definitely yes. We must play this up. Come," he said and laid out his hand to be taken. Slash just 
eyeballed it for a moment. The other man smiled. "Come on now, | won't hurt you." The man winked at him and 


smiled too white teeth. "Much." He said, trilling laughter behind him as he led Slash to a sink. 


Slash complied, giving Lenny, who had been sitting next to him just a moment ago, the evil eye. Once his hair 


was washed and in the hands of, what he dubbed The Eager Queen of Hairstyles, Lenny finally greeted Slash. 
"Hang in there man, they really are good" 

"Oh, | don't doubt that. Nothing of bad taste ever came from a fag." With that last statement his temporary 
hairdresser stiffened his spine. Slash laughed. "Don't worry man" He said and then tapped his chest. "Family," 
and then he winked, knowingly. The stylist immediately relaxed. Slash caught Lenny's wild look in the mirror and 
smiled sweetly, shrugging his shoulders in response. It was too late now for apologies about exactly _what_ 
one was. 

Lenny smiled back. 

"Sooo0..ls this what we're wearing?" The hairdresser plucked at Slash's t-shirt with two fingers, as he asked. 
Slash met his eye in the mirror. "No." 

"What will we be wearing then?" 

Slash looked between the hairdresser and Lenny, and then his gaze settled back on the hairdresser. "Nothing." 
He could see Lenny's eyebrows rise out of the corner of his eye, but he didn't look at him directly. He 
amended his statement to the hairdresser, "Just the pants." 

"Off with it then" 


"What" 


"OFF with it. Take it off" The hairdresser started searching through one of his drawers but continued speaking, 


"You're not ruining all of my hard work pulling that.." He took a long look at Slash and made a face, "that 
wretched concert t-shirt over your head." He looked pointedly at Slash. "Take it ah-off," he demanded, once 


again, in a sing-song voice. 


Lenny laughed and Slash looked at him in the mirror. He reached behind his own head and grabbed a fistful of 
the back of the shirt, raising it slowly as he watched Lenny. He could almost feel Lenny's eyes trace the skin 
of his stomach as each bit was revealed by the retreating cotton He pulled the material past his wet hair and 
threw it in a ball onto the top of his duffle bag. He took a deep breath, expanding his chest. He leaned back into 
the chair and spread his knees, just for show. There was a clearly defined bulge beneath the leather seams in 


the crotch of his pants. He deliberately rested one hand there and exhaled. 


"Oh. Well” The hairdresser made no secret of fanning his face and then he attempted to pull himself together 


and to work taming Slash's locks. 


Slash endured the hour long makeup and hair styling, and then another thirty minutes in actual wardrobe, 
charming the young woman there and finally convincing her that he would go with his standard leather pants 
sans shirt. Thanks, but no thanks for the offers. What the fuck, why change himself now? The wardrobe time 
was not ill-spent; Lenny entertained Slash with his occasional laugh at the woman's useless arguments and 
their ongoing banter. Lenny also made good scenery. He eyeballed Lenny in his scoop necked slick shirt in a deep, 


rich purple and the black pants with accenting white stripes down the sides. Lenny looked good. 


They stepped through the door and into the studio proper together, greeted by the screaming of the same 


man as before, still on his cell phone. 

"What's his deal?" Slash asked Lenny, whose brow was already creased. 

Lenny paused and listened for a moment. "Hunh. Sounds like Gentry is missing in action.as usual." 

"Gentry?" 

"The drummer." Lenny said and laughed. "He's like a ghost. He can never be found, he's always missing in some 
way. Helluva drummer though. Gentry is an ‘artiste’ so.." Lenny shrugged, "I don't worry about it much. Plenty 
of other people to do that, right?" Lenny indicated his rather frazzled, and currently screaming, manager. 
Slash laughed. "Evidently." 

"You wanna check out the set" 


"Sure." 


Slash and Lenny wandered around the set for a while. It was simple really, just a stage with a nondescript 


backdrop of individual panels placed at varying angles. The whole shoot was going to be done in black and white. 


No frills, no real story, just a straight up performance video. Slash was somewhat relieved that he didn't have 


to act, or pose. 


They wandered around together, talking easily, stepping over stray chords and dodging busy technicians. Lenny 
pointed out the marks on stage and described camera angles and predominantly made every effort to avoid 
directly looking at Slash or coming within a ten foot radius. Slash smiled at Lenny's obviously rattled nerves. He 
tuned out the story Lenny was relating and instead focused on the other man's movements. He watched him 
pace around in something like a circle, gesturing with his hands for emphasis and occasionally swiping back a 
stray dredlock. Slash had noticed, of the times that they were together, that whenever Lenny became nervous 
he started talking, and the more nervous he got the faster he talked. It was an endearing quality, only not just 
right now. 


"and the director was going on and on." 

"Lenny?" 

"but | didn't think it was a good idea and." 

"Lemy: 

"Glen, of course, was no.." 

"Lemnyl" 

Lenny stopped and looked up then, recognizing the voice. It was Glen. 

"Can | borrow you?" Glen asked, unapologetic. He looked at Slash. "Just for a second." 

Lenny looked at Slash and then back to Glen. "Sure." 

rll hang out here, man." Slash said when Lenny looked back at him and shrugged. Slash checked out his ass as 
he walked away and then turned and began wandering further into the stage set. He walked just a few yards 
when he came across an old, discarded amp shoved into a corner behind one of the backdrops. He went to it, 
running his fingers across the textured casing, thinking about the last several months. His tirelessly languid 


pursuit of Lenny, when time, space and opportunity permitted him access, was a definite intrigue. He leaned 


back against the amp and lit a cigarette, then thinking about nothing more complicated than cock. 


"Slash?" 


Through some haze of fantasy he heard his name being called, but had yet to see the disembodied voice 


appear. 
"Slash?" 

“Back here man" Slash answered, getting to his feet. 

Lenny came around the edge of the backdrop. He looked as if he were desperately trying to catch up with 
himself. At first it didn't seem that he could see Slash, in the shadows, and he almost kept going right past the 
opening. 

"Stop." Slash said with unquestionable meaning. 

Lenny stopped mid step and looked over at Slash, surprised. Slash was standing a dozen or so feet away in a 
wide stance, his thumbs were hooked into the edge of his leathers. His head cocked slightly to one side, one 
corner of his mouth turned up in half a smile. 

Lenny turned to face Slash directly. "Sorry." He said, quietly. 

"Nothing to be sorry for." Slash considered him for a drawn out moment. They were off in a bit of a corner, 
slightly shielded by one of the backdrops, alone. This definitely qualified as down time. Slash stared directly into 
Lenny's eyes as the seconds ticked by, one breath at a time. Should he? Shouldn't he? His old internal debate 
began once again, but before it could take complete hold he decided to move ahead. 


"Have you ever been with a man?" 


Lenny's eyes widened. He started to take a step towards pacing and then decided against it. Instead he looked 
around, trying to find anything to inspect rather than meet Slash's penetrating gaze. 


"Look at me." When their eyes met Slash continued. "Have you ever been with a man?" 

Lenny complied. "No," came out of Lenny's mouth quickly before he looked down and began inspecting his shoes. 
Lenny," Slash said softly. Lenny looked back up. "What about women?" 

"Yeah. Sure..some." 

Slash tried to hold back a smile. "Are you interested in being with a man?" 


‘lm not sure. | mean.Fuck." Lenny started to take a step, changed his mind. He looked at Slash fleetingly. 
"Sometimes | do. Sometimes. Yes. Fuck." He stuffed his hands in the pockets of his already too tight pants, 


pulling his cock into stark relief. His feet shuffled a second and then quieted. He looked back into Slash's face, 
but not quite at the other man's eyes. "I don't know. | dont know what it was about you, about high school. l'm 
not sure what | felt then, you know. | mean..fuck.| don't know man It's like..like--" 

"Lenny" 

"Yeah?" 


"Cm'ere" Slash said, and after Lenny took a breath he also took his first step. 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 

Alrighty, fellas..come and get some..snark. | can't say its terribly sloppy, maybe in some aspects, but sloppy 
wasn't the easiest thing for me to come up with since the fucking muses did their own thing. But | fixed their 
wagon, in Chapter Six. 


Slash watched as Lenny approached him. 


The slow, cautious steps the other man took spoke volumes in Slash's mind. Lenny was nervous, unsure, 
questioning, all of those emotions he wore painted in his posture and on his face. There was no smile, simply 
the concentration of putting one foot in front of the other. For every small step that Lenny took in Slash's 
direction, Slash's cock got that much harder. The little voice inside his head whispered encouragingly, "Come on, 


come on." 


Slash unhooked his thumbs from his pants and let his arms fall to his sides. The small matter of moments as 
Lenny came towards him seemed like hours, and yet he stepped up to Slash before he could take one more 
breath. He was standing close, so close that Slash could feel the heat of Lenny's body radiating onto his bare 


torso. 


He reached for Lenny then, both of his hands taking a hold of Lenny's neck, sliding up to hold him at the jaw 
line. Slash looked into his eyes for a long moment and then he leaned in and placed a chaste, testing kiss from 
his lips to Lenny's. It seemed it would be over as quickly as it began, but then Slash felt Lenny’s lips open, just 
barely. He teased that sacred entrance with the tip of his tongue, testing once again the boundaries of 
acceptance. Slowly, Lenny opened his mouth, allowing Slash some of the access he so desperately craved. Slash 
leaned into the kiss, as a soft moan escaped his throat, unbidden His cock was straining for its own release, 


achingly familiar with the pleasure to be found in another man's mouth. 
Slash broke the kiss, and the tangling of tongues, with hesitation. He looked at Lenny for a long, hard moment. 
His left hand dropped to touch his own growing cock through the leather while his right hand seated itself in 


the juncture between Lenny's neck and shoulder. 
"Yeah?" Slash breathed out. 


Lenny nodded, mutely. 


Slash applied the slightest pressure to Lenny's shoulder, shuddering as the other man took the cue. Lenny 
reached out, placing his hands on either side of Slash's hips, steadying himself as he made the decent to this 
most unfamiliar place. Slash watched, enraptured, as Lenny slowly took to his knees in front of him. The 
warmth of the hands at his hips abated and then was replaced on the taut skin of his stomach, just above the 
edge of the leather jeans. Slash continued looking down, he didn't, he couldn't miss a single moment, not one 


movement. He wanted to see everything. 


Lenny's hands were shaking, just barely, as they reached in unison for the brass button that held together 
Slash's pants. The dark fingers worked to release the clasp and then two fingers gripped the tip of the zipper 
pull. Lenny looked up into Slash's eyes and a question seemed to hover in the air. 


"S'okay." Slash said, his hand running from Lenny's shoulder up his neck and into the other man's hair. Slash's 
hand wrapped around the back of Lenny's warm skull, curving at the base of his neck, but he did so without 
pressure. He knew he couldn't force, couldn't demand, not yet. He looked at Lenny, pointedly. "It's okay." Slash 
said again, wanting to encourage, not wanting to scare away, and simply held the other man's skull in his hands. 


Lenny took a long blink and a breath. 


Slash couldn't help but watch the show unfolding before him as Lenny took tentative steps towards Slash's 
pleasure. His fingers worked slowly on the zipper, bringing it down tooth by tooth until it reached it's end. 
Lenny spread the edges of leather, looking inside expectantly, surprised when he realized there was nothing else 
there. No underwear, no cotton. Slash smiled down at him, a soft smile, and then he took his own hand and 
liberated his hard cock from the crook of his left hip where it had found space to grow. It sprung forward and 
Lenny jumped back a bit, with what seemed like surprise, before he settled himself within inches of the head 
of Slash's cock Again Lenny looked up at Slash and their brown gazes connected. Slash's hand moved down and 
he freed his balls, shoving the crotch of his pants down to make more room. He cupped his balls momentarily, 
massaging them with his own calloused fingertips and then he gripped the base of his own cock. Slash noticed 
when Lenny registered the sterling cock ring that made it's home snug against his body, wrapped, now tightly, 
around his cock and balls. Slash stroked his cock in his tightened fist once, twice, the head of it not more than 


a few, mere centimeters from Lenny's closed, and ultimately questioning, lips. 
Slash sighed. 


He wanted it so badly, wanted Lenny's plump lips wrapped around his hard cock, one hot entrance to this other 
man's body to be his, his tongue and throat welcoming, engaging, wanting. 


That's when it happened. Without him knowing, or seemingly truly wanting, Lenny's tongue extended and the 
warm, wet feeling of another being licking your body began. Slash looked down and watched as Lenny's tongue 
engaged the head of his cock. It flitted around the edge of the head of his cock and then the lips parted and let 
the first bit of him in, just the head, within the confines of his soft, hot mouth. Slash's eyes fell shut and he 
moaned out loud. Lenny continued to move down the length of Slash's cock, one crucial, pivotal centimeter after 
another, until suddenly he gagged and backed off completely. The hand at the back of his head allowed him to 


retreat, the warm brown gaze meant to comfort. 


"It's good" Slash said, wanting to be encouraging. What about this could be bad, was the thought he held 
private. His thumb rubbed small circles around the shell of Lenny's ear. "Just take it slow. There's some 
getting used to it, you know?" Slash smiled down at him and then pressed, ever so slightly with the tips of his 
fingers, against the back of Lenny's skull. 


Lenny took the head of Slash's cock back into his mouth. Tentative fingers traced the outline of the cock ring 
and then insinuated themselves into the space that Slash's hand already occupied. Slash began to retreat when 
Lenny's head shook just slightly. Slash wrapped his hand over Lenny's at his body, circling his cock and balls at 
their base, covering Lenny's hand completely. Slash squeezed with gentle pressure and then pulled the meat 
away from his body, stretching the skin, heightening the experience, and pushing more of his length into 
Lenny's mouth. When he felt that Lenny had an idea of the ministrations he let go and let Lenny take over. His 
now free hand moved to cup the other side of Lenny's face. Slash was unable to look away. He watched as 
Lenny increasingly took more of him behind those lips, in increments. As Lenny moved down the length of his 
cock he would pause, then he would back off just a little and then go farther down with the next pass. Slash 
growled low in his chest when he noticed Lenny's lips stretch to accommodate this unfamiliar act. He could feel 
Lenny's tongue, a soft, wet cushion beneath his utter hardness. Slash gripped Lenny's face carefully, loosely, 
and yet his thumbs played along either side of Lenny's cheeks, the slightest of pressures encouraging him to 


seek deeper penetration. 


When Lenny seemed comfortable with the rhythm Slash let his head fall back, his eyes close and the intensity 
of the moment overtake him. For the life of him he could not believe that he had his cock, albeit a mere few 
inches of, buried in the mouth of one Lenny Kravitz. The sheer physical sensations coupled with the mental 
connotations were making him insane. His hips thrust once, and then again, of their own pleasure seeking accord, 
and Lenny accommodated. It was then that Slash noticed the complete slickness. There was an absolute moment 
of madness as the stream of saliva cut across and down the line of skin that separated his balls. His hands 


tightened on Lenny's face and he pulled the other man off of him, slowly, momentarily. 


"Fuck" That was Slash's first statement. He hoped it was encouraging, hot. He looked down into Lenny's eyes. 
"Swallow, baby. Its okay, just swallow as you pull back and suck it at the same time." Slash said and then placed 
the tip of his cock at Lenny's waiting lips. Slash could see the muscles of his neck contract as his chin tipped 
slightly up, and he swallowed. 


Lenny's eyes dropped back down. He leaned in just a bit and opened his mouth, squeezing Slash in his hand and 
drawing him forward, back inside his mouth. He definitely took him back in eagerly, the flexed tip of his tongue 
now tracing the hard, standout ridge, the swelling veins, along the length of the underside of his cock. Slash 
just rode the momentum, absorbing every changing sensation. Slash's right hand stayed a strong presence at 
the back of Lenny's head, sometimes guiding him and sometimes just along for the ride. His left hand moved 
away, coming up to palm his own chest, a pinch at each nipple and then moved on up to sweep back the mass 
of curls from his line of vision. Cock virgins were so different, Slash thought silently, and for some reason that 
always surprised him. Lenny was doing well. Through feel alone Slash could tell Lenny was probably taking 
almost seventy-five percent of his length, now he could see as those inches passed beneath him from hidden 


to exposed, hidden, and then exposed again. 


"Don't stop," and when Slash said this Lenny took him just a bit deeper. 

"Look at me baby." Slash said. When Lenny's eyes turned up in his skull to meet Slash's, they seemed to 
sparkle. He stuttered in his movements getting used to the new position Slash watched him for several long 
moments, the ultimate stare down. Lenny was fucking gorgeous from this angle. Seeing those lips stretched 
open, watching his flesh disappear inside the other man, the way the breaths coming from his nose were 
simultaneously hot and cool on the spit slick skin, all those things made Slash wonder why he hadn't shot off 
yet. There was another thing to be said for a cock virgin. It was exciting and different and stimulating, no 
doubt, but they also weren't so automatically skilled that you couldn't make it last a little longer than normal. 
And.. 

You always felt comfortable giving direction. 

Slash slowed Lenny down a little at a time through guiding with his hand. "Slower..mnh..yeah, that's it Lenny." 
Slash said, still looking into Lenny's eyes. He disentangled his hand from Lenny's hair and then cupped both 


hands along Lenny's jaw line. 


"Let go of my cock, sweet thing." Lenny obliged and before he could think of anything else to do with his hands, 
Slash continued. "Hold my hips." 


Lenny placed one warm hand, and one damp hand on either of Slash's hips, his thumbs digging in right at the 
hip bone. His eyes started to slide shut. 


"Hey." Slash stopped Lenny's movements altogether. "Look at me." 


Lenny looked up again. He only had the head inside his mouth and Slash could feel the tip of Lenny's tongue as 
it explored the slopes and ridges, and then poked for a moment at the tiny opening in front. 


"Do you trust me?" Slash asked. 

Lenny nodded ever so slightly, his tongue continuing it's trek. 

"Good. | want you to hold perfectly still. Can you do that?" 

Another imperceptible nod. 

"And | want your eyes the whole time. | know that might be hard, but try." 


Lenny placed his tongue flat against the tip of Slash's cock and simply licked. Slash's hips jerked just a little and 


one corner of his mouth smirked. 


With a slight chuckle, Slash began, "Okay baby, tighten down your mouth," but when he felt the sharpness 


against his skin he amended, with a shake of his long curls "no teeth. Just pressure." 


Lenny closed his teeth gently on Slash and quickly retreated. Snarky little bastard, Slash thought. Lenny then 
tightened his lips and mouth around the meat of Slash's cock. 


"Now, this might sound funny, but try and stick your tongue out” When Slash began to feel the other man's 
tongue sliding along the underneath of his cock he began to push slowly in Lenny also moved forward to oblige, 
but Slash held him fast at his jawline. "No moving." 


Lenny froze. 


Slash hips rocked slowly at first, with every pass he went that much deeper. He watched intently as more and 
more of him made it past those beautiful lips, sliding across the unseen tongue and unmolested by those 
sharp, white teeth. He knew he couldn't lose control, this wasn't wonder boy Axl between his legs, it was 
amateur Lenny, and yet still it was an effort to tamp down that undeniable need to shove his cock all the way 
into the back of Lenny's throat, gagging him just so he could feel the sinewy neck muscles contract around the 
head of his cock. Just so he could shoot his load, literally, down the other man's throat. 


Slash situated his hands further back, the thumbs pressing at Lenny's temples, his long fingers crossing his 
ears, the tips reaching into his hair to press at the back of his head. His pinkies found their home just behind 


the curve of Lemy's neck. 


Slash moved in and out and stared at Lenny, the man's head locked in his tightening grip, slightly turned up at 
the chin. Just the perfect angle. 


He went deeper, and then deeper still until on that last slow thrust his body was able to meet Lenny’s lips 
completely, the top lip resting on the edge of the silver cock ring. Slash's grip got a little harder and his hips 
rubbed, instead of thrust, several times into Lenny's face before retreating. Slash knew it would be hard to 
breathe like that but he couldn't help himself. He backed off, thrusting his length in and out several times 
before he'd sink completely in again, rubbing instead of thrusting. 

"God you are so fucking hot" 

~thrust, thrust~ 

"Fuck" Slash could feel the ridges in the roof of Lenny's mouth as he pushed back. 

~rub, rub~ 


"Oh yeah. Unh. Yeah." 


~thrust, thrust~ 


"You like it?" 

~rub, rub~ 

Lenny's head nodded once, against Slash's stomach. 
"Good. It's good." 

~thrust, thrust~ 

"You're good" 

~rub, rub, rub~ 

Slash could feel Lenny's fingers tightening on his hips. "C'mon baby. Suck me." 
~thrust~ 

"That's it. Unh" 

~rub, rub, rub, rub~ 


"Ah Fuck" Slammed deep into Lenny's mouth Slash could feel it coming on, and fast. Lenny's fingers dug into his 
flesh, hard enough to feel his nails pinch at his skin. 


~thrust, rub~ 


Slash's breathing came faster and the certainty of where his cock was right at this moment slammed into the 
back of his skull. His balls tightened even more, pressing hard against the sterling. 


"Fuck yeah. Take it” 
~thrust, rub, rub, rub, rub~ 


Slash meant to pull out, he really did, out of simple common courtesy. His body plowed past the opportunity. 
His cock jumped and contracted. Slash held perfectly still as he unloaded his cum into the back of Lenny's 
mouth. He let go of Lenny's head after the final pump and bent at the waist, pulling his cock from between 
Lenny’s lips. Lenny fell onto his hands, gagging and coughing, and then he spat what could be retrieved onto the 
floor between his hands. 


"Fuck me, man." Slash said. He was bent over at the waist, hands on his knees. His long curls covered 
everything and his back heaved with broken breaths. "Fuck" When he could right himself he turned and looked 


at Lenny. He began to fix his clothes as he walked towards the other man. Lenny was on his ass, back against 


the nearest wall, knees bent, arms resting at their peaks. His breathing was quick and he was looking down into 
his own crotch. Slash got himself back into his pants and the zipper pulled just as he reached the other man's 
feet. Lenny didn't look up. 


"Hey." Slash said, but it got no response. He crouched down, one knee between Lenny's spread legs. "Lenny," he 
said and reached in to touch his face. 


The palm that hit him dead center of his chest pushed hard enough to knock him on his ass. Lenny's eyes 
rolled up slowly until they found Slash's own. "Don't," was all he said and then he got to his feet and walked 
away. 


Slash watched him go. He fucking knew it. He knew better. 


Fuck. 


Chapter 6 


Author's Notes: 
So running away and hiding..right fucking now. HA! 


~insert snarky laughter right chere~ 


"Slash?" 


Through some haze of fantasy he heard his name being called, but yet had to see the disembodied voice 


appear. 
"Slash?" 

"Back here man" Slash answered, getting to his feet. 

Lenny came around the edge of the backdrop. He looked as if he were desperately trying to catch up with 
himself. At first it didn't seem that he could see Slash, in the shadows, and he almost kept going right past the 
opening. 

"Stop." Slash said with unquestionable meaning. 

"Hey, there you are." 

"Lenny." 

"Yeah." 

"C'mere." Slash said crooking one finger, and after Lenny took a breath he also took his first step. 

Slash had thought about it while Lenny was gone. Oh man, had he thought about it. Every last little fucking 
delicious detail. As Lenny walked towards him each of those details raced through his mind in techno-color 


splendor. He could see Lenny coming towards him. Visions of them kissing, Lenny getting to his knees, Slash 
pulling his cock out. He could imagine the hot, wet sensations of Lenny's tongue on his flesh, the feelings of spit 


and skin and too fast breathing. Oh fuck yeah. Slash's muscles cramped involuntarily as he thought about 
holding Lenny's face as he shoved his cock into the other man's throat, thrusting his hips, hearing the unique 


sounds of sex, or making the other man remain perfectly still while he fucked his face. 
Slash blew out a long breath as Lenny got within reaching distance. He was going to sincerely fuck this up. 
"Yeah?" Lenny breathed out. 


Slash reached out and slung his forearm across Lenny's shoulder. "Let's do this thing." He said. His eyes 
searched Lenny's carefully and he could still swear he saw a fleeting moment of confusion and disappointment 


cross through those brown eyes. Oh yeah, he was fucking this up, but he just couldn't make himself stop. 


"Let's do it" Lenny turned in Slash's quasi-embrace and they made their way in silence to the sound stage 


proper. 


It was better this way, Slash thought. Definitely. And it was a really damn good thing he had tossed one off in 
the corner while Lenny was gone. Otherwise he might just be fucking this up in an entirely different way 
altogether. 


Two days later the limo pulled up in front of the familiar house. Slash disembarked without a second glance or 
thank you for the driver. He bounded up the stairs and through the front door. Once inside he made his way 
to the back of the house, to the room where he knew he would be, and he was right. He was sitting dead 


center of the couch drink in one hand, remote in the other. 
Slash cleared his throat. 
The other man turned slightly, and his eyes widened in surprise. "Wha--" 


"Quiet" Slash demanded. He tossed his bag aside and his hands came together at his waist. He pulled the t- 


shirt over his head. He stared at the other man. 


"Cmere." Slash said and his hands worked open the front of his jeans, hitching them down several inches and 
then freeing his hard cock into the open air. 


The other man stood, took one hesitant step. Slash pointed to the ground. 


"Crawl, Axl." 


Axl stopped and dropped down onto the floor. As he crawled towards Slash, Slash whipped his mind into a 
frenzy attempting to remember every sordid detail of the Lenny fantasy. That one had been entirely too good 
to not act out.with someone. At least now he didn't exactly have to worry about the ending. Good ‘ol wonder 


boy Axl. Slash pressed his cock to Axl's lips just as the red head took to his knees in front of him. 


~End~ 


Chapter 1 


Author's Notes: 
Goodbye, kind friend. 


Slash was settled in the middle of the couch with his guitar tucked beneath his dangling arm. The room was 

dimly lit with the blue light from the television, and the smoke from the cigarette tucked into the corner of 
his mouth wafted like a fog between him and the glowing, moving picture. This was down time for Slash, easy 
quiet time, alone, just him and the video pixels that scooted across the screen It was a lot like meditation for 


him, mindless moments spent doing the thing he loved best, playing music. 
It was ritualistic. He would pull his hair back from his face in a loose knot, jeans, bare feet, shirtless he would 
go to the family room and turn on MTV. Then he'd sit on the couch with his favored guitar and play along to 


whatever song came next in the video rotation. 


Slash lit into Metallica's Enter Sandman after the first few notes bled through the speakers. He'd always been 


a fan and Kirk was fun to keep up with, it was good practice. 

Sandman faded. 

Slash took the wilting cigarette from his mouth and reached to stamp it out in the ashtray. 

The room shifted from blue domination to a more haze-friendly gray. 

Slash's hand stroked the length of the neck of his guitar. His fingers played across the strings, mindlessly..until 


he heard that first note. His brown eyes lifted slowly to be met by the image of his hip and torso on the 


screen. Grainy black and white film of him, shirtless, leather pants, on a spartan stage. 


Hoboken. 

The shot moved around, the drummer, then Lenny, then a little bit of himself. Slash leaned back into the 
couch, his fingers moving over the strings of the guitar without thought. The sax filled the screen. Then, once 
again, Lenny. 

My Mama said, that your life is a gift.. 


Somewhere in the depths of the house a door opened. 


And my Mama said, there's much weight you will lift.. 


Soft steps were moving down the hallway towards him. 

And my Mama said, leave those bad boys alone.. 

Slash blinked heavily. Remembering all those months past. 

This was the first time he had seen the video. 

It seemed forever ago. 

And my Mama said, be home before the dawn.. 

Well, that had almost happened. They hadn't truly started shooting that day until almost dark. As simple as the 
concept had been, the director, in all his fucking glory, required take, after take, after take. By the time it was 
over Slash was starving to death, so he and Lenny had gone to a diner nearby and scarfed up way too many 
pancakes to be healthy. 

Someone cleared their throat, and it wasn't him. Slash looked up and saw Axl leaning against the wall. He picked 
up the remote and lowered the volume, but his eyes never left the television. He cocked his head slightly, 
indicating for Axl to join him, and the other man did, sitting just off to his right hand side. 

"You doin’ alright?" Axl asked quietly. 

"Yeah." 

Both men watched the video intently. Slash was still playing the notes, half hearted at best. 

"It was the right thing to do, you know." Axl said. 

"| know." 

It would never have worked. You know that right?" Axl asked, turning in his seat to face his lover. 

Its better this way.’ 

Axl reached out and touched Slash's knee. He said, "It _is_ better this way, you know it is.” 

The warmth of his sub's hand against his knee brought reality back to the forefront. Axl was right,Slash knew 
he was right. Over more discussions than he could account for they had determined that, in the end, Slash had 
done the right thing. He had walked away. He hadn't wantonly destroyed Lenny's cherry fag experience. Still, it 


was a shame. It was a shame it couldn't have worked out, for both of them. 


But I'm always on the run, l'm always on the run, 


But l'm always on the run, I'm always on the run.Slash.. 


On screen Slash watched as he sidled up to Lenny, hip to hip, side to side, leaning into the man as he played out 
one of the song's many riffs. He closed his eyes for a moment, remembering the visuals, remembering the 
fantasy of stuffing his hard cock down Lenny's virgin throat. Of choking the other man and coming from the 
sensations of Lenny's absolute helplessness as he shoved past the boundaries of virginity. Axl was right 
though, it was better that Slash chose not to abuse the other man's trust that way. He was right to bring it 
home and act it out with his willing and, more importantly, knowing partner. Lenny, well fuck, Lenny would have 
wanted more —if_ he had ever forgiven Slash for taking him so rudely. He would have wanted more, and more 


was not something Slash was willing to give..cutside his boundaries..beyond this house. 

It was better that Lenny, if he so chose, if he ever got that far again, it was better that he learn the ways 
of sex from a man who would be there the next day. And the day after that. The month after that. He 
definitely didn't need to learn rude loving from Slash, the Hollywood slut extraordinaire, who couldn't give a whit 
about anyone that wasn't Axl. 

"You would have broken his heart" Axl said, as the final strains of the song faded. 

"| didn't want to do that." 

Axl stood. He extended a hand to Slash and said, "Come to bed." 


Slash laid his guitar at his feet. He picked up the remote and killed the picture on the television Together they 


walked down the hall towards the stairs 

"Im bad" Slash said as he took the first stair, Axl leading 
"| know" 

" and. you'll punish me.right?" Slash asked quietly. 

S 

"Good" 


The End 


